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DPaker Estate Noa.
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LTHOUGH
the autheaticity of

some may scoff sl

the rapld-

ly-growing clalms of the Baker

family upon the
heart of Phllndelp
Is no doubt In
of Myron
mont avenue, Chicag
right to benefit
clalms prove valld, He contends he
and Tegal grent-grandson of the man
alleged, owned the $500,000,000 tract

tate In the Quaker city. However, Mr. Baker Is

in no hirry.

“Now, if sou will look on page 518 of this

book,” he sald, taking down a copy o

graphieal and Genealogicel History of Indlana,”
“you will discever my father's name.
that my father's grandfather was Jacob Baker

C. Baker,

should

$S00,000,000
hia, there
the mind
800 Bel-
o, 88 to hls
the
Is the true
who, It Is
of real es

f the “Blo-

It shows

and that he was born In Ludwigsburg, Baden,

Germany. He came to America and
Pennsylvania.

settled in,

“It was this Jacob Baker who acquired all that

property in Philadelphia.
and records and documents to prove

1 have many papers

It. There

will be no trouble about connecting up my rela-
tionship, There are 17 true great-grandchildren.

We will prove our helrship.”

Mr, Baker sald’ that his famlly.several years

ago collected a fund and had the ent

ire history

of Jacob Baker traced, even to his parents’ as-

tate in Germany.

“A cousin of mine has all of those records,”

sald Alr. Baker,

“They will be produced.”

“if you get the money, what then?"
*Well, I have a long time to live, you know™

he sald. “I'll take my daughter, Emm

a, and her

husbund, and we’ll have a little trip. But thete's
no use w_orrylng about that pow. There Is no

hurry.” .
Some of the Banker heirs are more
about it than Chlecago’s Mr. Baker. This

uril, lnasmuch as Colonel Baker appears to have
beén the famlly head from whom sprang a mul-
His helrs seem to be scat-

titudinous progeny.
tered through every state in the Unlog
provinee of Canada,

One day recently the bureau of legal ald, de-
partment of public welfare of Philadeiphia, pe-
cording to the chief of that burend, Romaln Hass-

riclz, received elght Inquiries relative to
estate,

adelphia.
city of Chillicothe, 0.

The elght Inquiries cited as having been re-
geived o a single recent day came, respectively,
from Kausas Clty, Mo,; Afton, In.; Dubuque, la.:
Balt Lake Clty, Utah; Okminogan, Wash.; Los
Angeles; Cnl.; Lebanon, Pa., and Tacoma, Wash.

The Inquiries tere. penned, some of

embossed paper, others on mere scraps of paper.

“The great majority of persons who write
to the mayor of Philadelphin or to the director
of the department of public welfare relative to

Colonel Baker's holdings,” sald Mr,
“have vislons of easy wealth,

*Some are more credulous than others. Re-
cently there came to me from Portland, Ore., an
inquiry aceompanied by & newspaper clipping
which told of the marvelous good luck of a citi-
zen of that town. The article spoke of his hav-

ing founded an automobile school on

of £1.00 five years ago and added, ‘Today he is
heir to milllons.” This alleged fortunate descend-
ant of the now famous Colonel Baker did oot
seem to know exactly how large a slice he was
to get out of this estate. But, with hope burn-
Ing Io his breast, he settled up his affairs in Port-

land and started for Philadelphin to
gold that he thought there awalted him.

“From Afton, In., came pn Inquiry from a per-
son who wanis to get in touch with the at-
torney, or attorness, haodling the ‘blllion-dollar

Baker estate” This . lsione of the h

praisements of the value of this estate that has

reached the office of the bureau.

“A western newspaper prioted a general state.

ment about this ‘Baker estate’ which

mitted from the East and immediately

sprang up & retinue of clalmants, w

ranging from Shroades to Anderson, and all ap-

parertly evincing #n earnest Interest

‘tate of Colonel Baker.

“Only the other day there came to

lawyer from Kansas City bent on getting the
true facts relative to Colonel Baker and his vast
This attorney Insisted upon digging
through the court records and ascertaining what

wealth.

are the real facta'™

If the Baker estate idea ls sound, Philadelphin’s
famed ecity hall, with lts massive stone tower,

town clock and bronze statue of ye

Willlam Penn, belongs to a thousand or more
tarmers of the Northwest and Canada.

Such a trifie as Scottish Rite Cathedral, one
of the most famous homes of Free Masonry In
the United States, Is to provide spending money

for folks out along the Paclfic coast.

Broad Street Station, home
the Pennsylvania raliroad, I8 to be

among the agriculturists of the mlddle West.,
The Quaker city's skyscraper belt, the modern

steel and concrete canyons that mark
daries of Brpud and Chestnut streects,

In all correspondence It Is represented
as an estaté worth more than $800,000,000, con-
sisting of 650 acres In the business center of Phil-
Some ndd all the lnnd occupled by the

terminal of

impatient
is but nat-

ality the property not of the few, but of the many.

The very heart of the third city of the U. S. A
belongs to the “hol polloL” There ls no Bolshe-
vism about it—no fifty-fifty division of property.
The only stipulation is that your name is Baker
or that you can prove your connection with the
family tree of a supposed “Colonel Jacob Baker,”
who roamed these parts In Revolutlonary war
days. .

Just [magine this! Some morning soon co-
muters stepping off trains at Broand street station
or swarming up out of the Market street subhways
in ye citye of Brotherly Love may find lock and
chain on the whole of Philadelphia's busy center.
There will be “Hands Off" and “No Trespass”
slgns everywhere. Pretty soon thé sheriff will
appear. Upon a stated day he will auction off
all this property at a sheriff’s sale. '

The proceeds are to pay off the claims of the
heirs of "“Colonel Jacob Baker's" estate. A forg
tune valued at something llke an even billlon
of dollars, Iong withheld from its rightful owners,
Is at Iast to come into legitimate ownership,

Ever hear of the “Buker estate” before? A
quarter of a4 century ago someone startedl the ball
rolling. ‘According to the story, Colonel Baker,
an ‘officer In the army of George Washington,
lensed a tract of land In the heart of Philadelphia
upon which now stand city hall, the big depart-
ment stores, the skyscrapers and what-not of the
central city. The lease was to run for a perlod of
99 years. It fppears that the lease was elther
lost sight of or willfully destroyed and the prop-
erty passed on to others,

At hrst the clalms took in nearly all the terri-
tory between the Delaware and the Schuylkill
rivers and from Poplar to South street—the very
heart of the city. As the years rolled on, the
claims were conslderably modified. Lawyars
pointed out how, for a “slight consideration,” they
could restore the ground to Its “rightful owners"
and bring half the banks and trust companles of
Philadelphla to thelr knees,

As the story developed, It seemed that the fam.
fly of “Colonel Baker” removed to somewhere up
,in  Canada, after his death in Phlladelphla intes-
tate. Then the squatters lived on the land in
accordance with the famous 99-year lease made
durlng the Revolution. Forty years ago the first
talk of a “claim”™ was aired. There was a lapse
of gome 15 years and then the bubble was brought
forth again to glisten in &ll its ralnbow colors.

Now there is an old-fashioned renaissance of
the Baker bubble on a scale not heretofore at-
tained. All over the country there are expectant
people just aching for the money with which to
doll thernselves out with llmousines, trick clothes
and flashing diamonds.

And there's plenty of wherewithal, 8o far as
the value of the district In question Is concerned.
The map given herewith gives a hint of the
values,

The city hall cost $28,000,000; the Adelphia
hotel (1) Is valued et $2300000; the Ritz
Carlton (2) at $2200000, and the Bellevuoe
Stratford close by, at §5,000,000. There are scores
of buildings with more than a miillon each, suech
ns the Real Estate Trust, $3,750,000; Widener,
$6.800,000 ; Lincoln, $2,850,000; Libherty, $2,850,000 :
Union Lengue, $3100,000; Land Title, $7,300,000:
Morris, $2,700,000, and Finance, $2 300,000,

Independence hall (*) iIs In the district; so is
Franklin square and Franklin's grave (4%). Oth-
er noteworthy structures In the district are:

2. Vendig. =

and every

the Baker

them on

Hussrick,

a capital

claim the

Ighest ap-

wi§ trans
there
ith names

in the es

the city a‘

esteemed

split up

the boun-
are in re

g

Aldine.

. New Bingham.

Colonnade,

Green's,

. Walton.

. Rittenhouse,

. St. James,
Academy of Music.
. Walnut theater,
. Adelphia and Lyric theaters.
. Kelth's theater,
% Garrick theater.
. Reading terminal.

0. Brond Street station (Penna.)
. Baltimore and Ohio terminal.
. Hlstorieal soclety.

. John Harrizon Laboratory of Chemlistry.

. Academy of Naturn! Sciences.

. University of Penna. museum.

. United States mint.

. Baldwin Locomotive works.

. Acndemy of Fine Arts,

, Central post office.

. Odd Fellows hull.

. Masonic temple,

. Franklin Institute.

. Betsy Ross house.

. Christ church.

i. The Bourse,

. Custom house,

, Carpenter’s hall,

. Central high =chool,

. Philadelphin Textile school.

. Drexel institute.

. Scottieh Rites hall

. Wanamaker's theater,

. Shubert's theater.

. Philadelphla College of Pharmacy.
Philadelphia Art Alllance.

. Chestnut street wharf.

Subway-Elevated stations,

00 =1 & &

So you se¢e, the Baker heirs will' draw down
considerable, If—

But the Philadelphia officinls say of the Baker
estate that “there ain't no sich animile” The
mayor of Philadelphia asked John S, Broadway,
chief counsel of the bureau of legal ald, for a
report, Here Iz his report:

“It appears that there was an estate of Jacob
Baker, a Revolutionary veteran, handled in the
Orphans’ Court of Philadelphia county. The rec-
ords there show that it was dispesed of about
1847. The estate consisted of about $0,000 or
87,000, as shown by the asccéount which Is among
the papers. Through some means extensive In-
formation has been spread around to the effect
that a portion of thls estate consists of a 99-year
lease of certaln real e5tate In the clty of Phil-
adelphia, a part of which is occupted by the pres
ent city hall, and some additional real estate on
which the city of Chillicothe Is situated.

“The information further is glven that the real
estate in Philadelphia was held under a PD-vear
lease, which has just expired, and that, therefore,
the real estate Is avallable for distribution among
the various helrs of Jacoh Baker. In consequence
of this, the newspapers in varions parts of the
country have printed articles on the subject, stat-
ing that the estate is valued at some $S00,000,000
and that there are about 300 heirs. Consequently
many people with the name of Baker are inter-
ested in obtaining a share of this es:ate, and we
are receiving & great many letters and Inquiries
with reference to It

“A gearch of the records falls to disclose any
such lease, or any such property right, at least
an far as the law In Phlladelphla 1s concerned.
The Orphans’ court reports to me that they con-
sider the whole matter & freud and the Register
of Wills’ office says the same.”

MONTEVIDEO

with

Display Unrivaled in Any Other Part |
of the World, According to
Veteran Traveler.

But the gardens! And the flowers!
Never have I seén In any part of the
warld sueh marvelous exhibitions of |
flowering plants and shrubs, oative and
exotie, as are found about the homes
and quintas of the Montevideans, They
surpass In profusion und exuberance

| carnations, marguerites and
even those of Illo de Janeiro, and that | gether with hedges of Miac

is saying very much Indeed. Callforn!n | gerroe und clnersris, while
Is justly famed as a flowerland. Bo 8 houses nre coversd
the French Riviera. But I have never ! draperies of
seen In elther of these favored re-| Bougnlnvillea
glons of Flora such gorgeous hlsp!nys
of bloom as I have witnessed In and
around Uruguay's magnificent capleal,

With backgrounds of paim, orange,
myrtle, magnolia, bamboo, mimosa,

wistaria,
and numerc
creepers of every form and

They nre found everywhers,

gurdens and In publle parks,
|

Forceful Evidence.

A lawyer was once, at short notlce,
called upon to defend a horse thief,
He did not know that the thilef had:
plended gullty and made an Impus-
sloned speech In the man's defense.
He helleved he had made an Impres-
alon and the man would be acqoitted.
Put the judge’s summing up disll- |
Jusloned him. “Gentiemen,” id the
judge, “youn have heard his counsel.
Only, remember thls—the prisoner
was there when the horse wins stolen
and the learned counsel was not.”

WAS HANDICAPPED FOR LIFE

with uiulri-t‘ulun-tl_
honey-suckle,

It I8, bowever, in their rases that the
Montevideans take thelr greatest pride.

umne, or falling in showers over walls
and ralllngs, iut nowhere are they
seen to such advantage as In the
Parque Urbano and io Paseo del Prado
—those exquisite plensure grounds of
the natlonal capltal. Here there are

CITY ¢ OF ROSB ]u!temntlng vhe native ' paraiso | and hedges, trained te trellises and col-
and umbu trees and the Australlan
#

eucalyptus, one finds beds of pansles,

Ies, to-
und guel-
wills and

ywis other lected from

hue,

every c¢lime. The rose

snmnls.  The easual ohserver would
gay there are myriads of them,—From
“Through Seouth Amerien’s
land,” by Dr. J. A. Zahm.

in private
In clumpe |

South-

me,” the lad answered, trying hard to
keep back the tears.
“Was It something bad?"

Circumstances Over Which He Had No |
Control Certainly Had Made
Life Hard for Boy.

all alone. “Why don't you
the rest of the boys?
“They don’t want me to

The youngster was sitting on a plle| “n N replied bitterly.

of brigks at the edge of a vacant lot. |
At the other end of the lot was &
group of boys playing as only a lot of
henlthy boys can.

“What's the matter, sonuy?" a pass-
erby asked the Iad who was sitting

He nodded his head des

“What's the trouble that
boys den’t want to play with
stranger persisted.

“They found out

“Are you sure of that 2" he wnse asked. I

sumpthin’

“They think But—hut T ecan't
help it!™ the boy defended himself.
“Come tell me all about it," he
“Marbe I ean help yow™
“Nuw, yon help me none.”
“Well. tell me about It, anyway."
The boy hesitnted for a mement, hut
declded to onfide.

“Well, mister, these fellows say T'm
a slssy ‘cause I'm.” and he gulped
| hard, *“I'm twins with & girl 1"

g0,

play with

o,
play with | ooe nroed.

enn't
puiringly.
the other

you?" the

bout

no less than 500 varietles of roses col- |

bushes themselves number many thoun- |

CHAPTER Ill—Continued,
=%
When Dnale came

ronscionsness, e

back to a state of
wis lying under
eavers in the enarved black wialnut bed.
Beside nim stood John Moreland, who
held in one band a bowl containing a
hot herb brew that his wife had pre-
pered. Granny Heck, her son By, and
Mrs, Moreland stood nor far away.
“This here'll be,rood o' ye, I think,”
safld Moreiand. nodding *oward the
bowt In his hand. He went over and
put an n _around Dales shoulders
anrl helped him ro =it ap.
Pale drank the stufl' with 'difficulty.
“Much obliger." he muttered thickly.
“T—ler's =ee, did 1 aid It
end? He didn't Hek me, did he—that
feliow Ball?"
“He shore
“Not by n big sight.

whip—haosw

didn’t,” smiled Moreland.
He fell out fust
Hizs own pap won't hardly know him,
11
- - - -
he big hills,
1 to guther at the
see the man
dlack Adam Ball;
to walk came to
ree hours he was
lionized, hut he dldn't enjoy it; the
witer left muny pains in. his
chest, and his hend ached dully, and
his hands still felt as though the bones
were in them.,
Came s thundershower that after-
noon, and the mwountain evening
fire wis made in the

with & chill. A
wide st fireplnee In the guest's

News travels
The Morelands
thelr chief to
whipped

beg
home of
who' had
every Moreland able
=ee Bill Dnle

For t

shittered

room, and when supper was over the |

family gathered there with Duale, who
refused to be kept In bed.

After a few minutes of
watching grotesque

| the log walls, Dale
Iand :

“If sour brother David could know,
don't you think bhe'd want you to get
the value out of the conl?”

John Moreland bent forward to rest
hi= chin In his hands. His sober grey
eyes stared thoughtfully toward the
fire,

“] aint
away.” he sald,

shndows flit neross

sald o John More-

never looked at It that-

“That's the right way to look at It,"
declared Damle. *“DBut you shouldn’t
sell the property as It Is,"

The mountalpeer turned an inguir-
ing face towurd his guest

*How
ef 1 didnt?

“Why not let me develop it for
| you?" Dale =ald earnestly, eagerly. *1
won't charge you anything sbove ex-

- |
| penses, and I won't be extravagant.”

“It"d take consid’able money to start
things a-movin’, Have you got It?"
| asked Moreland.

| “No, but 1 ean get it. Almost any-
| hody would be willing to lend money
on so good a thing as this, y'know.”
For a little while Morelund sat there
and looked squarely at Dale, who re-
-urned his gaze without a sign of
flinching.

| find a motive.
| “How c¢oines It "at
| knowed us but two
“can be so

yon, who anin't
days," he de-
much int'rested

| manded,
in us?"

The question demanded a straight-
forward answer, . Dule realized that
there was but one way in which he
could give a satisfactory explanation,
and that that was by telling the truth—
but not the whole truth, as he
surmised 1t, for then his efforts would
go for naught.

Moreland was speaking again, and

| his eyes were brighter now,

“I agree 'at Duvid would want us
to develop the coal, ef he could know.
1t's like a light a-breakin’ to me, But
that coul is sacred to us,
and afore ye go any fu'ther I'l haf
to ax ve to tell me ~ll about yeself.

fell |

silently |

in thunder could 1 handle Ill

suvogery had put

s halr, and a lot of things

wl. I fell for it at last;] it
n motter of seif-defense.

It was a case of—well,

WwWns 'L

With Patricl

# cnse of simple obedience. Pat Is &

goodd girl, .. 7 |

A minute of silence; then: |

R 4 burry along with it, John More- |

I hatl one fine friend back there. |

tobert Mcl.auwrin, a reporter

ding newspaper.~My |

t + to him. because he

worker, and not a fnp. Mother

denr Har-

v best man. ‘Poor

and 1 had a fight. once

upon n time, and 1—I1 had whipped

him; and 1 didn't like him. 1

Bohby MeLaurin for my best man, and
I wouldn't give

“It was only

Jand.
| It

was |

nts d

‘poor

chose

e trageddy of |
that her fuce
that lier eyes
the something that was
very terrible. I turned my head and |
saw the same shadow In the eyes of
my gr st friend. Bobby MceLaurin.
I knew then, Bohby and Patricia loved
ench other, John Moreland! yobhy
didn’'t have any money to speak
and that had beld them ap
| *Ir had been the finest
McLaurin's acting as best man |
for me. There was friéndship for you!
1 couldn’t tnke from them their one

chance of happiness, . ..

4 813 was n
and held
shadow of

white,

of,

world,

“1 ecouldn't see anxthing else to do,
I went home, pulled off my
rig and put on the
r pow, threw sgme things |
and hurried down to the |
station. I found that 1 could

cholce between a flier for|

and the—the train that |
t me here. I bought passage to|
Atlanta. but I never meant to use it;
1 meant to tnke the other train and |
fare, In doing that, 1|
hoped to myself from them.- 1
wanted to unhindered to some |
country where T wonldg't be consid-
ore] n—it savage, yv'know,

s 1 ran.
weddin
I'in we
into

nnion

clothes

have
Atlant
hitor

pay  cash

lose

0

“1 went out fo the
]- hadn’t been there a
MeLaurin eame. 1 asked him |

knew where to find me. He |
| said: !
AR 1 thought yon wouldn't care to|
stay here after doing what you did, |
and T wantad to say good-by, Bill' He
ulways called me that, and it made
me feel like a wdan. Then I put my
bag down and tonk him by both shoul-
| ders and told him this:

“‘Louok here, Bobby, I'm golng to
give you some advice, and you take
it. You steal Pat and marry bher. Steal
I'at and myrry her if you have to live
in a hole in a hililside. You're as good
us any of them, and lots better than
most of them, You can work your way
ro a better salary. You see, 1 told
him, '‘we get about what we deserve
| in this world. Most of-us don't deserve |
| much.”

train-shed, and
: |
minute when
| Bobhy

ww he

“I asked him if mother wasg badly
cat up. He sald she was; that she had
fainted. Dad swore aloud. he sald,
| there in church. I told Bobby good-by
and got aboard the tralp without say-
ing anything about where I wuas go-
Ing—but I didn't know myself where
I was golng, at the time.

“Now you've heard It. Every word
| was truth. If you'll trust me with the

The hillman was trying to |

| wonder,

Bill Dale, |

By Hapsburg Liebe

Copyright by Doubleday, Page & Co.

# a-goln’ to kill you
: smile was rather

v find that out,

il right. As he
river this mornin’,

your |

window

ur
howrse this evenin' pup's
whien he i
way, by the Lloy

more, 1 watled the

shonls to i here,

might want to know
could mehbe save
hle o' ma funeral o'

She backed the ber
eves nover leaving Dale’s face, Another
secand, and she was

They their feer now,
John Morelund gripped Duole’s arm.

“Over thar the chimbley,
BIlI!™ he ordered, his native drawl for
moment “Out, Addie,
Imlm_'.'i Luke, bring my rifle and hat—
jump keen! tring water and
drownd this here fire!™

It was done. Morelund took his hat
and the repeater und into
the night,

When fifteen minutes hind
passed, there came to Dale's ears the
sound of shooting. were ten
shots In such rapld succession thuat they
made almost a continuous roar. Then
and reverberations, amil
Soon John Moreland let
the dark room.
volce wus low and filled

gun, and

n-goin’

et him
nbhout
other fu

townrd dour,

aune,

were all on
gasule o

the ulisent,

Caile,

went alone
sO0me

There

came echoes
then silence.
him=elf into
His wife's
anxiety:
“What happened, John?
A (dull thud ¢
ness as her hus
the floor.
“This is whut happened, Addie: As
I passed the enwner o' the house, T got
down thint thar old oxwhip to rake
.'Ilnhf.‘{.

the

with

meadow, thar 1 seen Adam
Ball a-comin’. 1 hud, und when Adam
was nbout to pass me, 1 jumped up
and jerked his rifie from him and
busted it ng { Th lights

and

rock. hen -
fn and thrashes him with the oxwhip
ontel he broke and run. And ‘en this
here happened, Addle:

“] was a-watchin' ef Adam
had reely went off, when [ seed a man
a-vomin’ toward me fast. [ theught
it wus Ball, o' course. So I up and
tells him to show me how fast he can
run commences a-xhootin' over
his head to skeer him. But it didn’t
happen to be Adam Ball—it was BEen
Littleford! He was a-follerin® Babe

o Spp

and

to.see what she was up to, o' course.” |

“How do ye know It was Ben, pap™
Caleh nsked.

“How do I know?
Moreland., “When 1
shootin’, he hollers at me and says:
*‘Tomorrow, John Moreland' he says,
wa'll little Gettysburg o' our
own! And I might mind ye, Cale:. "at
he keeps his word the same as 1 do™

“And Littleford meant " began
Dale.

“That the'll he a biz fight tomor-
row.” sald Moreland. “Bill Dale, In
n-muokin’ this land yore land and these
people yore people, I'm a-fenprd yve're
a-goin' to git more'n ye expected, meb-
he more'n xe can handle, Do ye want
to back out of It and let the coal go,
one o these fellers wheo

they bhites off ef it's a

John
through a-

growled
got

have n

-

or are ye
chaws what
hoss's head?”

“T'lIl stick.” Dale’s volee, came firm-
ly in the darkness, “T'll stiek.”

CHAPTER IV
The Mystery of the Rifies.

An hour after John Moreland had
sent hiz ten rifle buollets whining over
the head of Ben Littleford, every
Moreland and every Littleford in the
valley knew of the declaration of war,
And each man of them olled his weap-
ons and put them in bettér working
order,

When Dale went to bed, there was

| too much on his mind to render sleap-

Ing easy for him, Tomorrow he would
have to help ln the fight against the Lit-
tlefords, kinsmen of the young woman
who had saved him, without doubt,
from death by the murderous rifle of
the mountaineer Gollath—or break his
word flatly. It was a poor return for
such a favor! The longer he thought
over the dilemma, the more perplexed
he became,

He thought, too, of the everlasting
the tall of John Mareland's
bedtime prayer. How a man could go
down on his knees and ask the bless-

inzs of the Almighty upon men whom |

he mennt to fight the pext day was

a thing that Bill Date could pot under- |

stand.

It was afier midnight before he
slept. He woke at the break of day,
arvse and dressed himself, and went
out. Going toward the fower-filled
front yard, he found himself facing a

| very anzry John Moreland.

A ety man up here In .be wilderness— |

| it don't look s'picious, Bill, mebbe,
| but—well, 1 hopes ye can pardon me
| fo' axin® It. [ shore got to be keer-
ful about Brother David's coal, Addie
gnd the boys'll go out and leave jest
ns two in here; and when ye're a-talk-
' to me It's the same as talkin® to a
ter as tellin® Is con-
Addle, honey; Luke, you and

tombstone S0
snrned.
Cile—""
Mre. Moreland and her sons
and left the room, closing the door be-
hind them, I Dale paced the floor,
arms folded. brows drawne Finally be
talted before the Morelund chief,
“There's nothing 'm ashamed of, 1
s “1 don’t Itke to tell it
dont to tell it

frosg

' he sald,
iy hewvnuse 1
But—I'll do

He #at «down In his sheepskin-lined
Iny baeck nml
ns thouzh ro yisualize

sim fike

clossi his

the

ok er, eves
story, o
live it

“Maybe i much in
fuvor, John Morelnnl,” he
never
or with the set [ w

e,

' pnot very my
hegan, “1
vith my parents,
s born into,
different. F

mother wanted me to be

ol get along
Some-
TR I was and
they

n servant dress

ither
o ddamly ;
even wanted e 1o let
when they tried
yng whao
more than 1 want-

| me. The climnx enme
| 1o murry me to o WOoman
didn’t wanr me any
" 1 In'l".“

He opened hils eyes, lonked stralght
nt Moreland, and went on:

“You see, they wanted to marry us
in order to unite old Cluvering's for-

wute and my dad’w; Patricin, like me,

| “You See, They Wanted to Marry Us
| in Order to Unite Old Clavering's

| Fortune and My Dad's.”

coal, I'N make this land my Iand, your
people my people. I'll suffer with you
when you suffer. and be happy with
you when yow'r= Sappy: and wlen you
fight, I'll fight with you."

The Moreiand chief arose, and Bill
Dale arose. The hillman put out his
hand, and Dunie gripped It

“1 believe ‘n ye, BIL"
Moreland. *“Fo' unother thing, ['ve
seed ye Hght, You ean work the coal.™

e looked toward the closed Inner
door and called, “Oh, Addie; you and
the hovs enn come back now.”

Out izht n fare uppeared ot
windows, It was a

and « hapdsome ruther
Two slender, sunburned
hamds gripped the window-ledge nerv-
onsly. The Tuce pressed closer to the
188, then disappeared. Soon after
the outer door of the guest's
opened, and® Ben Lirtleford's
daughter enters), Her skirts
dripping wet.

Mra, Morelnnd
the

=ald John

of the

one of the all
feininine face

than pretry,

witrd
IO

nere

and
WiHnan,

arosg went to-
wiurd She knew
that great impor-
tance conld biring a Littleford Into her
in this fashion.

“What's the matter, Bahe?"

Dabe Lirtleford gnve no attentlon |
to Mrs, Moreland. She went on to
Bill Dale, walking softly on bare feet,

}'r'lg.;:

somet g of

hoe

“What's the matter?" he asked.

*“AMatrter enough” clipped the moun-
taineer. “Bill Dale, I'm a-goin’ 1o ax
you a question, and 1 want the truth,
Wil I git it?

“You'll get the truth If you get any-
thing. Shoot the question.”

“All right. What do you know about
my gun?”

“About as much as you know of the
left bind wheel of Ben Hur's chariot.
What's wrong with it™

Moreland's were steady  and
cold, He thrust his hands Into the
pockets of hig corduroy trousers, Then
his face softened a wrifle.

“l reckon 1 ought to nux yore par-
don,” he =ald In a low voice, “Ye see,
my gun's plumb gone!”

“You had it only lust night”
said, “IDd it disappear—"

“Whilst T slept,” eut in the hillman,
“Hoth o my guns is gone. And Luke's
repenter is gone, and so Is Cale's, nnd
we hain't got nothin® at all to fight
them d—d Littlefords with!™

“Gone!" Dale exclalmed wondering-
Iy and—it seemed to him—asininely.

“Tt must L' been the Littlefords, 1
Moreland, “Fo' be-
cnuse who else would ha' done itY But
to save the life o' me 1 eain't see how
they zot o and took my rifle without
wakin' me up, Bill Dale. i slept twicet
as llight as a sick mogse,™

eves

Dale

guess,"” frowned

Within ten more minutes, every man
of the Morelands was gathered there
at the house of their chlef—and every
man of them had lost their weapous
during the night?

I went nerost the road .nd into |

John Morelund called Dale aside
nnd said to him:

“You're high on the good slde o
them thar triflin’ Hecks, and. so fer
ns they know, vou sin't Int'rested in
the fend, I wisht yeu'd go down thar
and see By and his meother, and sesg
ef ye cun find out whar our rifles
went,"”

When Dale had gone off down the
| dusty oxwagon road, Cnleh Morelaneé
climbed a tall ash that grew behine
i!u.‘- father's eotbin and kept a watch

townrd the Littleford side of the river
He saw a group of men standing in
Ben Littleford's eubin yard, and noth
ing else,

A fittle mare than a quarter of
lovs after Dale left John More
he entered by the guteless gateway oz
the cubin of the Hocks. ® It was g di
lepidated place, and it stood not far
from the river. By sit in the fron:
doorway ; e was lazlly curting a new
midday sun mark in the place of the
:\\‘nrn old one. Behind him sat his
mother, wko was busily kmitting &
gruy yurn stocking.

The moonshiner lJooked up and start-
| & quickly to his Teet.

»HI, thar, Bill, old boy " he greeted
cordially. “My gosh, but ye've come
at the right time, shore. We're a-goln’
| to have young squirrels fo' dinner, and

il hamshapk with string beans,
und cawnbread made with the yeller
o' ben al Live whilst ye do live,
Coine right In, Bill, old boy.”
[ “La. I, la? cried Granny Heck.
looking over the bruss rims of her
“How glud 1 am to see ye.
Come right in and tell us

At

sauys L

spectacies,
Mr. Bill}
the news.™

S Dule erossed the threshold and
| necepted a crenking chair. His eyes
| took in at n sweeping glance the home-

ne through the dark-

and’s rifle-butt struck |

| Moreland's Eyes Were Steady and
1 Cold.

made dining tnble with Its cover of red
olleloth, the broken cast-iron stoye, the
strings of dried peppers hanging on,
the log walls, the Dbroken stillworm
Iying in the corner.

“T'he Littlefords,” said Dale, “have
| declared war™

“Snkes " laughed the old woman
“We knowed that last night when we
heered them ten shots”

“And all the Morelond rifles are
missing.” - Dale watched the effect of
his words. -

“What!”
volce,

Thelr surprise seemed genuine,
Dnle pressed the subject further and
learned only that If they knew any
thing vconeerning the disappearance
of the rifles they were not going to
tell, Then he started homeward by way
of the pool above the blown-down syc
nuore,

'here was a chance that Ben Little
ford's daughter would be there tishing,
Date told himself, and It was buarely
possible that she could throw some
light on the mystery of the rifles.

He crossed the river by means of
the prostrate tree. Babe was there:
she sat on the stone on which she had
been sitting the morning before; her
back was to him, sod her bare feet
were In the water to her ankles. Dale
went up close, stopped and gathered
a handful of violzts and dropped them
over her shoulder and into her lap.

Babe looked around and smliled.

“What luck. Miss Littleford?"

“Nothin'. 1 don’t much want to
ketch anything” she sald slowly, 4
spirit of sadness in her musical volce
“l—1 jest come off down here to be
whur it's quiet. You ought to hear the
noise ‘at pap and the rest of ‘em I8
a-makin "

Dale narrowed his eyes. “Are they—
er, making a noise? And what about?

“My*goodness graclous alive! You'd
think so ef ye could hear "em! Y'ought
to bear pap cuss John Moreland!
She shrugged her pretty shoulders.
lifted the small end of her rod to Its
proper place, and went on, *l1 never
did see pap half as mad as he was
when he got home last night from
a-follerin® me,”

“Mad at wou?" asked Dale.

“No; but he would ha' been ef he
hadn't ha' had all his madness turned
ag'in them Morelands, You knowed
about pap's trouble on yan side o' the
[ river last night?”
| *Yes, 1 Enew about that,” Dale an-
| swered slowly., "But John Moreland
thought your father was my aotago-
| nist of yesteray.”

l “An—antagonist? Babe
inquiringly. *“What's that?"
1 mean Adam Ball, ¥'know.™
“Oh, That's what 1 told pap. But
pap he wouldn't belleve It, and bhe
won't never belleve It—'causge he don't
want to belleve 1t. 1 toid hiro "at John

Morelund wasn't a-shootin' to hit, and

he wouldn't belleve that, neither, Lap's
as hard-headed a8 o brindle cow, when
| he gits a Tool notlon on him. What—
what did them Morelands say abour
thelr guns a-beln’ gone¥”

Dale stralghtened,

“How dJdid you tnd that out?”

“pPon't matter how!” She smiled
almost sauelly. 1 knowed about it
afore you did, Mr. Bill Dale. Don't
you think whoever done it done a kinQ
. thing?™

the Hecks cried In one

muttered

“I—1 might’ nigh wisht | was
dead.”

—

(T'O BE CONTINUED.)

The Cheviot Hills i

The Cheviot hills, celebruted In his-
tory and romance, are in Northumber-
land, England, and in Roxburghshire,
Scotland. The range Is 85 miles long.
The highest peak is Cheviot hill, 2,878
feset




